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One 


Author's Notes: 
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Disclaimer: | own nothing, | mean nothing, | know nothing. 


They called her the watermelon girl. Bruce wasn't sure why, he just knew her as that. Okay, he knew why, but 
what he didn't know was why her name was just reduced to that. Everyone knew everyone, especially since the 
Flight 666 tour. It was a family but Bruce never remembered seeing her on that specific tour. He definitely 


didn't remember eating that godforsaken watermelon, either. 


She must have been friends with someone in catering because before and after every show she was there. 
Bruce noticed her now more than ever. An hour before they were set to go on, she would be in the craft 
services tent, slicing up five great big watermelons. Where she got them- he had no idea. No matter where 
they were, she would have watermelons. She'd slice them up and refrigerate half of them, leaving the other 
half out for when she would navigate her way to their dressing rooms, leaving bowls in the individual ones or 


one big bowl when it was a communal dressing room. The remainder would be given to the roadies, as well as 


the pyrotechnics and then the light and sound crew. Nicko devoured his watermelon like a great big vacuum 
cleaner, absorbing the fruity hydration in a couple swoops. The rest of them would pick at it while getting 
ready and then Steve would come by and eat the rest of melon with Nicko fifteen minutes before their set. 
Bruce was also aware of the other reason they called her watermelon girl. Possibly the least of workplace 
friendly nicknames, most of the roadies and techs enjoyed her chest much more than the watermelon she 
brought. Bruce was never really a tits man, he preferred legs, but he could objectively understand why they 
were cause for so much attention around a predominately male crew, even in the food services. 

After the show the band would typically join in with the crew that didn't have to break down the set that 
right for drinks and heavier food that wasn't preferred before the performance. There she would be again, 
with her colossal bowl of fucking watermelon, her sweet face lighting up as she spoke to some of the roadies, 


a beer can in her hand and laughter in her eyes. Bruce knew she was American and knew she was entirely too 


young. 


Most of all, Bruce knew he could never have her. It wasn't the eighties anymore. He had settled down and had 
two teenage sons that could probably be old enough to date the girl now. Emphasis on girl. Maybe he was 
overreacting on her age, but he could almost be positive he was older than her dad. Sighing, Bruce rolled his 
neck and flipped on his back in the tight little cot on the tour bus. He could feel the asphalt moving underneath 
them as the bus traveled on to another city. He could also hear Janick snoring and Steve mumbling to himself. 
Just like the old days. 

His too-active mind kept him awake. Normally before going to sleep while on tour he would share a skype call 
or even a phone call with his wife no matter what time it was in England. His fists twitched angrily when he 
thought of the argument they had before Bruce left for the second Maiden England tour. She had shouted and 
thrown dishes at him. Bruce recalled the words she screamed at him. He was never at home (| have to feed 
the family somehow) what happened to your job at the airline (they went out of business) Bruce, | love you 
but this is getting harder (then fucking forget it). His hand found the empty ring finger has he remembered 
leaving it on the table before he left. Knowing his wife, he probably wouldn't have a home to come home to 


after the tour. Another sigh. 


"Bruce, shut the hell up and go to sleep." Dave whispered to him from across the narrow hallway. 
"Sorry," He mumbled back and faded into a restless sleep. 


Bruce decided that yeah, he might like chests a little more than he had previously thought. He knew that his 
current location and line of sight was a little more creepy than he was going for, but he also decided that he 
couldn't care less. He leaned against the loading dock in the back of tonight's venue. Tossing an apple around 
before eating it, he remembered when he would have been able to smoke instead of chewing on a goddamn 
granny smith. His eyes had found their way into the open side of the food tent and he caught sight of 
watermelon girl unsheathing a massive knife (is that even legal? he thought to himself) and starting to slice 
into watermelon after watermelon. When the larger bits were sliced up, she went in with a smaller knife, 
cutting quickly and precisely, tossing the rinds into a bin to her left with the tip of her knife. He watched her 
as she worked, paying too close attention to her movements. Eventually he forgot he was watching watermelon 


girl and could only see a woman in a black tour teeshirt (how did he not notice she was wearing one 


previously?) it was a bit large on her, he could tell, the neck was a tad too wide and the lower half was 
borderline baggy. However it was her chest that stretched the shirt and distorted the design on the front, 
hiding the | and the N on opposite sides of ‘lron Maiden’. He was particularly fascinated by the way the shirt 
stretched over her endowments but he had surprised himself by not viewing them sexually. It was akin to 
looking at the curvature of the earth the second time he was in a jet. The longer he stared, the more 
subtleties he noticed in the way she moved and how that effected the movement of her chest. Finally after 
finishing his apple and watermelon girl was close to splitting up the perfect squares of melon, he ventured a 
glance up at her face the same moment she decided to shift her gaze from her work. She met the eye 
contact awkwardly and gave a small smile and an upwards nod of recognition. Bruce counted his lucky stars 
that she didn't notice him staring so intently just seconds before. 


He purposefully stepped with one foot in front of the other, openly thankful for the normal temperatures. The 
places they've been lately have been unbearably hot, practically tropical. Today it was almost chilly with the 
wind that gusted through once and a while. When he ducked into the food tent to toss his apple core in the 
same bin watermelon girl was using for her rinds, he caught her eye again and found himself stumbling on 


words. 


"This weather is loads better than what it was in Milwaukee, yeah?" It spilled out of Bruce's mouth before he 
could stop it but somewhere deep he wanted her to smile at him like she smiled at the roadies, or that one 
bloke from pyrotechnics. 

She bit back a snort and it came out as a gruff chuckle. 


"Ten times better, actually. It was unbearable in here when it was humid." Her American accent seemed like all 
others- a tad slower than what he knew as normal speech, but he liked the softness on her much better than 


others. It matched her body and face nicely. 
"God, | can only imagine." Bruce chuckled, showing his crooked teeth. 


"At least l'm not working near massive open flames and under hot lights," She pointed out, gesturing with a 
knife as she packed away more of the watermelon. "ls there anything | can help you find?" She asked politely 


and Bruce realized he was interrupting her own personal pre-show ritual. 


‘Oh, sorry. | can find it myself | think. Or at least make a mess while | try." He smirked and turned to root 
through massive tubs of supplies to find what he was seeking. 
He heard her place the stored watermelon in the large icebox and before she pulled out bowls she hesitated, 


"Do you guys have a communal dressing room tonight?" 


Bruce threw an affirmative answer over his shoulder and heard her place one big bowl on the counter she 


was working on. 


He spun, “Actually, do you have any idea where the tea is? It's cool enough for a cuppa, yeah?" 
She grimaced, "Uh, sorry. We don't actually have any with us. | can-" Bruce cut her off with, "It's fine, | was 


just wondering." 


She smiled woefully and focused on her task again. Joining the big bowl were two smaller bowls for the roadies 
and crew, he assumed as she stacked watermelon squares in the plastic bowls. He knew he was staring again, 
but this time at her hands so he figured it was more acceptable to do this close. She arranged them carefully 
and then washed her hands once more, drying them on a towel she had hanging out of the back pocket of her 
jeans. Beginning to pick up the bowls and balance them carefully in her arms, Bruce stepped forward, "Here, let 
me help you out, I'm heading that way too." 


She smiled at his offer and accepted, handing him the larger bowl. 
‘| assume you know where | was gonna put that anyway?" 


"Right in front of Nicko" He laughed and she joined in, the blood tinting the tip of her nose and her cheekbones. 
“Alright then" 


They made their way in relative silence before they would have to part ways. "Have fun tonight!" Her voice 


was surprisingly quiet in the empty hallway and he responded right before she was about to turn, "I'm Bruce 
by the way." 


| know," She smiled again and began walking backstage to find the roadies. 


